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Lxxxn
How can you be hailed when you me become!
The deed and the doer so complex'd,
Compiled, into a cogruent text,
That this T vanish into the dome
Decreed by this or that script in votive foam
Of a case arbitrarily called an egg into a nest
Or flight into the air-ship or waters vortex'd
Aren't I caught in such a Queendom
That I may be empowered in thy reign
This little me, a tall sandal tree
Outbreaking an earthern slope in labouring pain
This little spermicule an elephant in spree
Hugging the trunks and crags of a mountain
LXXXIH
Somakala Crowns the face I wait for; A gust of red outcrystalling the right As breasted spirit in gyres of light, In a gentle bow for a royal core Blows off immemorial times of yore, Times of an auric past and auric court Censor'd to eye, to report or to sport; Time to intuit o'er a wear of years more, In uncured look of love for look of care In a triumph of thud well retained Past the structurally gorgeous There'. Above the feet whate'er waxed waned In a transcient trot of conjugated share Of Lasyam, of upturn'd bosom find!which murmuring word-bees be ever lost. Thick woody-crowded-pistill'd wisdom's catch In a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
